prisoned in the room

me three hours to loosen

the window. [ made my

the sloping roof of the towers

stone gutter to the window

other room. The window was open.
When [ gzained it, and was about to
enter it. I saw this man, whom I be-
lieved to be your brother, enter the
room, bolt the door behind him, kaeel
at the safe, open it, and abstract from
it a packet of papers which he now
has in his pocket.”

If Forbes had expected Helena to
be dumfounded at this surprising
pews, his wish was gratified. But it
was wonder tempered with infinite joy.
The papers that convicted her brother
of guilt had been rescued from the
cruel clutch of Madame de Varnier.
She did not realize at once that I had
steered clear of Charybdis only to fall
foul to Scylla. The peril of Sir Mor-
timer's guilt being known was now in-
finitely greater than it had been half
an bour aro. Helena's defense of my-
self, and Madame de Varnier's untime-
Iv interruption, had both alienated all
sympathy from Helena and strength-
ened his conviction that 1 was one of
the conspirators. .

If I had kept silent so long, If it
seems unmanly that I should have al-
lowed a woman to plead in my bebalf
—It is because 1 was racking my brain
for a means of escape from the awk-
ward predicament that held me cap
tive.

“l have told you, Captain Forbes,
that I have ample reason to believe in
the honesty of Mr. Haddon. If he has

g8

tremble to receive them.

And still 1 hesitated. 1 saw
gleam of resolution in the glitter
Forbes' biue eves. If [ produced the
paper now it would be only to have
the king's messenger snatch them
from my grasp. Forbes turned to
Helena in angry triumph.

“You see, Miss Brett, he hesitates.
The woman and himself are as reluct-
ant that the papers fall into your
hands as they are that I obtain them.
He thinks that he may trick you, as
he has already once tricked me. Is
there nothing 1 can say to shake your
blind confidence in this treacherous
impostor?” 4

“Nothing.” said Helena, with resolu-
tion: but I could see her troubled sur
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“Your credulity is very
think that Why, madam, [ saw
deliberately work the combimation of
the safe.”

Helena uttered a cry of horror at

had read in my eyes that Forbes spoke
the truth. No words of mine could
convince her now of my sincerity.

- Madame de Varnier ‘had been quite
forgotten by us all. Until now she
had been listening in breathless si-
lence. Forbes' declaration that I had
taken the papers must have seemed
to her the sheerest absurdity. She
had been certain that she had locked
the safe: she was equally certain that
no one bat herself knew the word by
which it might be opened. She must
have thought, too, that my.tacit eon-
fession of taking the papers was a
ruse to deceive her, though she could
Dot guess its purpose.

But when Captain Forbes asserted
with evident sincerity that he had seen
me working the combination ber anx-
fety became unendurable. At the risk
of being surprised at the safe, she had

It was only a question of instants
before she had thrown open the door
of the safe with a cry of dismay. But
that instant sufficed.

As Forbes turned his back to me 1
took swiftly from my pocket the two
packets. One envelope was plain, with
no writing on it. The other was ad-
dressed to Sir Mortimer Brett and
bore a forelgn stamp.

No word was spoken. I had but to

| hold the two packets before Helena.

In an instant she had hiddemn In the
bosom of her dress the first packet I
have mentioned, whose envelops was
plain; the other I returmsd t> my
pocket.

Madame de Varnler sprang ¢ her
feet with the litheness of a tigress.
She came toward me as [ stood by
Forbes’ side with a rage that was
dreadful in its intensity.

Before I could guess at her purpose
she had torn my coat open and seized
the packet 1 had placed there. She
pressed it into Forbes' hand. Her bit-
ter rage and disappointment made her
oblivious of the fact that she had
given only one of the packets.
“Take it!” she screamed. “Take it!
Ah, M. Coward, you are clever, but it
shall avail you nothing. At least I
shall have my revenge.”

Forbes buttoned his coat over the
papers he had recelved with am

 *It is Jocked;" 1o said sternly. “Who
bas the key?™ .

1 handed it to him in silence. As he
received it from me he glanced mean-
ingily toward Helena. It was one more
the chain of evidemce.

ly to Helena. “At dawn we can at-
tract the attention of some one from
the street. In the meanwhile we must

to make your way to me,” sald Helena
brokenly. “It would be dreadful to be
here alone with my brother lying dead
in that room.”

“Are we to make no effort!” I de-
manded. “Surely in some way—"

My words were arrested on my lips.
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prise at the turn affairs had takea.
He interpreted Madame de Varnier's
move as that of one who had be
trayed a confederate for motives of
revenge. While he recognized the
fact, he mistook the motive.

“And they speak of honor among

thieves'” he sneered in an aside to |

Helena.

I feared that Helena might make
an indignant protest. But she said
nothing. 1 supposed her gilence dic-
tated by prudence; this was no time
to champion my cause. But as [
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“And I should refuse to believe any,”
sald Forbes with contempt. “You say
your brother is im that room. May I
see him?™

She led the way to the oratory in

hind them. I@qno_do_vmndll_
1 NWope'

credit of being. We are caught like
rats in a trap.”

“But you must save him!”

“Impossible!™

“Listen; it is not impossible. There
is a ladder—not on this side, but be-
neath the window of the oratory.”

Her eyes glittered in the semi-dark-
ness. She placed a finger on my lips.
I had cried out in my surprise.

“A ladder of a hundred feet or more!
And it stands against the wall of the
tower!” 1 exclaimed incredulously.
“Besides, if it were there, Captain
Forbes must have geen it.”

“This ladder, I call it so for want of
a better name, is made of great stones
balf as long as one's forearm that
project from the smooth masonry at
intervals of & foot. The chateau is
old, very old. In feudal times, with
a stout rope, one might escape Trom

for bhalf that distance!”
I went into the room through whose
the king's messenger had
made his untimely entrance. 1 leaned
far out of the window, shuddering. 1
was resolved to make the descent my-
self. Twice I had proved myself a
coward. This was to be my chance,
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ensign so
that requires a fairly substan
If we can get that cord and plait ft—
Where is 1t fastened? Surely at one
of these windows?"

“No,” she said anxiously.

“It is Dr.

Chinese paper, stood on

a river, puzzied
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the

!

|
E

e;;
|
i
i
"
st

H:
gi

|
:

§
E
8

|
i
F
¢
i

E

|
a

Hil
ikl

i
ti Fiset

:
ki
Fif

|

¥
£
R
l

:
i
!
i

7
;
;
i

|
|

-4 ‘
F

Loy

¥
|
i

o

- Showed Traces of His Bu:siness

A Dblind street musician, reports

water traces of oil were found.
Disgrace to the Profession.

POOR SHADE

OF ROYALTY

| Baroness Harden - Hickey
Once Ruled in Royal
. Trinidad, Now with Mind

Hopelessly Gone, Is

conferred upon her by her own hus-
band, his highness, Jacques 1., prince
of Trinidad.

Today Baroness Anne Harden-
Hickey has for her subjects only de-
voted attendants and fellow-delusion-
ists, each of whom in his or her way
rules over a little kingdom which
none other may enter. For the once
beautiful and gifted daughter of J. H.
Flagler, cousin of Henry M. Flagler,
the Standard Oil magnate, has lost
her reason. The death of her dare-
devil husband, whom she worshiped,
and drugs, taken to forget her loss
and grief, have done their work. The
woman who was almost a queen will
never mingle with the world again.

On East Fifty-fourth street, be-
tween Third and Lexington avenues,
they still talk of the stately woman
who walked among them unseeingly,
save when she performed some regal
act of kindness or charity. There, in
a commonplace apartment house, she
kept up her little court circle and for-
got all else. A few of her immediate
family she received as her equals; all
others were given a regal zudience.
And yet an audience was eagerly
sought by her neighbors, for despite
certain eccentricities which come with
failing mentality, Baroness Harden-
Hickey was a woman of marvelous
charm. Her neighbors never lauched
at her. Thoughtless children never
pointed the finger of youthful scorn at
her wavering figure. Tradespeople
and policemen on the beat rose as one
man to protect her coming and her
going—but few, indeed, knew the true
history of their almost queen.

Wooed While Being Educated.

Baroness Harden-Hickey, bomn
Anne Flagler, received every advant-
age, and her education was completed
by several trips abroad. On one of
these she met and was wooed by
Jacques or James Harden-Hickey, as
dashing a character as the nineteenth
century ever knew outside of book
covers. He claimed to be a French-
man by birth, but rumor has it that
he was born in San Francisco in 1854
and removed to France at a very ten-
der age. However this may have been,
he grew up a pronounced royalist, and
after the establishment of the republic
was a diverting political figure. After
being graduated from the French mili-
tary school at St. Cyr, where he left
a brilliant record as a duelist at least,
he established a newspaper of his own
called the Triboulet. As he was only
23, his career as an editor and pub-
lisher was marked by a succession of
duels, fines for damages, assessed by
the French tribunals, and strong ani-
mosity among the Republican poli-
ticians, rather than subscribers and
financial returns. It ended in his
fleeing to London, where he found life
altogether too tame, so he took pas-
sage on the British bark Astoria, to
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his colonists on the forlorn . little
island of Trinidad, and there he set
up his court. His overseers were
white, but the land was cultivated by
peons. His palace was a mere hut,
but it stood apart from the rest, and
his court was held as punctiliously as
that of St. James. To be sure, there
was a great shortage in court ladies,
but the beauty and enthusiasm of

dependent state or principality under
Prince Jacques 1., and two years later,
in 1895, Great Britain decided that she
needed just that island for a future
coaling station. Their movements ac-
celerated by a British gunboat, the
colonists fled from the island inm the
yacht of their prince and princess.
For years Jacques 1. of Trinidad
fought for the recognition of his
rights and almost made Trinidad an
international issue. But after being
mixed up in a filibustering scheme
aimed at one of the Hawaiian islands
not ret annexed to the United States,
the "Harden-Hickey star waned. ‘Al
ways accompanied by his devoted
wife, he led a more or less adven-
turous career, and finally wound up in

ended his disappointments, in Feb-
ruary, 1898,

Adventurer though he was, Harden-
Hickey was a man of honor and finan-
cial probity—the type of man who
commands the respect of his wife—
and Anne, princess of Trinidad, never
ceased to grieve for him.

A Parior Her Throne Room.

The comfortakt'e front room or par-
lor of her small apartment at No. 147

ceived and mingled with her relatives,
who never ceased to humer her in her
desires and whims. Here, on rare oc-
casions and with due form, she re
ceived such neighbors as she felt were
worthy of admission. And here she
lived with a singlie lady-in-waiting,
who never failed to bring out the royal
robes when they were demanded, who
served meals to her sovereign with all
the glittering formality the apart-
ment's simple fittings would permit;
and from the humble door of the gray-
stone apartment-house Baroness Anne
passed out, when so inclined, to drive
or walk her triumphant way through
the neighborhood.

Always stately and gentle, gracious
and especially kindly to children, she
never became an object of pity or
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back and bow graciously from side to
side as the women and children of the

trucks nor ambulances, but swept se- .

renely on its way across crowded
thorougbfures, secure in the belief
that :« man would run down a queen.

Sudden Disappearance.

But there came a day when her wan-
derings led too far from the graystone
apartment-house, when her lady-in-
waiting could mo longer control the
household expenditures and the chari-
ties of the woman who was almost a
queen drained upon the purses even of
her millionaire relatives. Then Baron-
ess Anne Harden-Hickey disappeared
from her little kingdom on East Fifty-

2

moved to the Stamford sanitarium,
there to reign over her imaginary sub-

If we work upon marble, it will per-
ish; if we work upon brass, time will
efface it; if we rear temples, they will
crumble into dust; but if we work
upon immortal souls, if we imbue
them with principles, with the just
fear of God and love of fellow men,
we engrave on those tablets some-
thing which will brighten all eternity.
—Daniel Webster.

-
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“LOST COLONY™ 1S FOUND.

Evidence That It Settied on Roanoke
Island in Sixteenth Cantury.

The mystery of mysteries In our
American chronicle has been solved at
last. The famous “Loat Colony of
Rcanoke” has been triced and its de-
scendants found in an obscure region
where they still retaia the ancestral
names, cherish traditions that explain
many of the gaps In history and pre-
serve customs brought over by their
forefathers, who vanished utterly from
the ken of the mother country, says a
writer in Appleton's Magazine. I have
been among them and talked with
them. The story of the lost colony is
familiar to every student of American
history. It will be remembered that

1584. but. without m any settle-
ment: a second group gave wp in a
vear and returned; later 15 men left
by Sir Richard Grenville to hold the
place were either drowned or . mas-
sacred. In 1587 the indomitable
Raleigh sent out 100 men and 17
women, with John White as governor.
This was the memorable “Lost Col-
ony,” which, contrary to Raleigh's
counsel, settled on the ill-starred
Roanoke island, deéscribed as “very
sandy and low toward the water side,
but so full of grapes as the very beat-
ing and surge of the sea overflowed
them, of which we found such plenty
that in all the world like abundance is
not to be found.”

In August, 1587, the colonists need-

what happened in phrases of uncon-
scious poetry, giving a strangely vivid
picture of the loneliness of the New
World and the Lost Colony.

“We let fall our Grapnel neere the
shore & sounded with a trumpet a

Gov. White gave up the search
and nothing more is known of him.
Raleigh, ruined financially, having
spent $200,000 on his colony without
a penny of recompense, turned over
his grants to the London compcuy,
with the advice that they seek to col-
onize Chesapeake Bay, and later the




